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Mr Shoe and the Naughty Schoolgirl 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little idea which has been buzzing around in my sick mind for a while. Remember kids, every time you 


review a butterworth\'s story an angel is born.a really perverted angel. 


"The shoes don't fit!" 


A pair of shiny black Mary Janes fly past my head and bang against the back wall of my bedroom. | roll my 
eyes, | didn't think this was going to be easy but he's really making it difficult. 


"C'mon Baby, don't puss out on me now. You promised." 
There's a grumbling from the bathroom and then a huff of acceptance. 
"You're a sick fucker Sixx. You know that, right?" 


"You know you love it," | say, whispering in that tone of voice | know drives him crazy, "You don't have to wear 


the shoes if you don't want to, just put on the socks." 


More grumbles, but they're less forceful now. He's warming to the idea, | can tell. That doesn't stop him from 


doing a little bit of bitching as he gets ready. 


"This isn't something normal people do, you know," my darling says, then | hear a few ‘eh ehs' of exertion and 
the door of the bathroom is thrown open and he's standing there in all of his majesty. 


| feel my jaw go slack, he's just so perfect. 


| don't speak for a while and | feel him become uncomfortable under my intense gaze. He shifts his weight to 
his other foot, grabs at his elbow and bites his lip, it only feeds into my sick fantasies of what I'm about to do 
to his lovely little body. 


What can | say? | just really like school girls. 
And my Vincey is so perfect in the role. 


It took me ages to put together the outfit, | wanted a certain authenticity to it, you see. The blue plaid, pleated 
skirt, knee socks and Mary Janes (the ones he threw at me, remember?) were all fairly easy to come by but 
it took me months to find a white shirt | liked. I'd found it in a second hand clothing store along with the tie 
and hat he's also now wearing for me. They all have the same school logo on them, a castle with an eagle 
flying over it and Latin words underneath. 


The shirt is made of thin cotton and | can see straight through it, | can see his nipples, they're already hard. 
The tie is stripped blue and red and | can see he had trouble with it, its lopsided and awkwardly tied so it looks 
messy. He's pushed the hat, a wide brimmed, white, straw panama number, down hard onto his head so his 
fringe is sticking into his eyes. The skirt is too short (yeah, that was on purpose) and the pristine white socks 
look so good against his tan legs. They would have looked better with some shiny black shoes on his feet but 
I'm not one to complain especially when it's my fault he's not wearing them, | made the mistake of trying to 


guess Vince's shoe size and it turns out | was two sizes shy of the mark. 

“Take a picture Sixx, it might last longer," he says, twirling a lock of his hair around a finger. 

"ll get the camera, Baby." 

He looks up at me then, a smirk plucks at the corner of his mouth. 

| can't stay sorry, | have to get to the library to work on my chemistry assignment," he pushes past me as 
he speaks and heads over to my bookshelf where he makes a big show of pulling the heaviest book off the 


shelf and pretending to read it, running his fingers over the lines of text. 


Little minx! 


"Now now, Miss Neil," | say, putting on my best authoritative voice, "you made an appointment to speak to me 
and we should keep that." 


| take the book from him and put it back on the shelf, then | grab his wrist and lead him over to my 


armchair. | sit down, pulling him onto my lap. 
"Now, what was it you wanted to speak to me about Miss Neil?" 


He doesn't say anything at first, | can tell he's thinking. Then he smiles, he's had an idea. He puts his arms 
around my neck and swings his legs back and forth. 


"Well, | keep having these dreams, Mr Sixx." 

Ooh, good move. 

"| see, what is the nature of these dreams?" 

"They're terrible dreams Mr Sixx, truly terrible. | wake up in the morning and my sheets are all wet!" 
Oh fuck yes! 


"Oh really? Dreams are very confusing sometimes, it helps to talk about them. What happens in these 


dreams?" 


"They all start the same, I'm in class and you're teaching me." he looks upwards, thinking, "human biology, and 


lm not paying attention." 
"As usual, Miss Neil," | cock an eyebrow at him. 


"Yes, ahem, and you notice I'm not paying attention so you call me to the front of the class so | can receive 


my caning, but you can't find your cane. So you say to me ‘Miss Neil, we'll just have to improvise," 
| laugh then because his impression of me is spot on. 


"And then you lift up my skirt and you use your hand to cane me in front of all the other girls in class! Its 
so awful, Mr Sixx." 


"| see, is this the only thing that happens in these dreams?" 
"Oh no, that's only the beginning. You see, after you cane me your voice is all funny and you say that I've been 


such a bad girl in class lately that | need a special punishment. Then," he pauses and looks down, biting at his 


lower lip, playing the part so well, he whispers into my ear, "you start Touching mel” 


Sweet merciful Jesus, he's only talking dirty and I'm ready to blow. It doesn't help that my already rock hard 
cock is only separated from his naked thighs by the thin layer of material of my boxers. | can feel the 
muscles in his legs twitch as he kicks his legs back and forth over the edge of the chair. 


"Show me what | do," | whisper into his ear. Stay strong Sixx, don't let him know he has you cornered! 


His smile is devilish as he slowly pulls the hem of the skirt back to reveal his already hard prick. He starts 
caressing himself, stroking his hand up and down his length achingly slowly. His big chocolaty eyes flick between 
his moving hand and my face, inviting me to look. He rests his head on my shoulder and places a series of 


chaste kisses on my cheek and neck. God, | love it when he jacks off for me. 


| can't help myself, my head rolls back against the chair and | moan, deep in my throat. He shifts on my lap 
and it's beautiful torture. My hand moves further up his leg and rests right where his hip meets his thigh. He 


whimpers and moves against the hand, he wants me to touch him. 
"Keep talking,” | growl. 


"You keep telling me what a bad girl I've been. You make me get on my knees in front of you and suck your 
hard cock Then you push me back onto your desk and pull my legs wide apart and you're looking down at me 


and | just feel so good and then..ugh..and..oh," 


Little Vincey can't finish his sentence because | have him by the cock now, pushing his own hand away. He 
makes these sweet little grunts in the back of his throat and grasps me tighter around the neck, he pushes 
his hips upwards, trying to thrust into my hand. The flesh of his thighs is like fire on my groin 


Enough of this! | pick him up and throw his down onto my bed. The hat falls off of his head and rolls onto the 
floor. | stand back looking down at him, panting and pulling off my shorts. The skirt is still pushed back by his 


erection which bobs there, pink and obscene. 


And then I'm on top of him, ripping open the shirt, sending the buttons flying. I'll have to get him to sew them 
back on later, it sounds like just the job for Lonely Housewife Vince (a personal favourite) or maybe 


Disobedient Maid Vince. 


Then there's lubricant and grasping hands and my mouth on his cock and I'm going in insane. It feels like I'll 
have to do this another ten times before | can even begin to feel satisfied. | do just like he told me about in 
the ‘dream, | grab his legs and pull them wide, the socks are rough beneath my hands. 


l'm in him, just rutting over him, no words, we're beyond words, words are meaningless, apart from the words 


he says which are everything. 


"Nikki.ah, Nikki..Nikki." 


The world about me becomes white. Explosions of white behind my eyes, white heat in my cock, the torn white 
shirt, his soft white hair framed by the black sheets which | bury my face in as | shake and whisper his 
name. 

We stay like that for as long as he can stand my weight on his smaller form. | feel his warm sticky cum 
between our bodies, smeared all over the skirt and my belly. I'd be happy to lie there inside him forever. When 
| roll off he snuggles closer, places a hand on my chest and begins to murmur sweet words into my ear. 
"You're the only one, Nikki." 

"l'm all yours, Nikki." 

"| love you, Nikki." 

l'm still breathing heavily, "Yeah, Baby, | love you too." 


"Nikki," he says after a little while, a slight pout coming over his face, "can | take it off now? The skirt is really 
itchy." 


| chuckle, "OF course, Baby. | think | want you naked for the rest of the night anyway." 
"Uh, thank God," Vince leaps off the bed and starts to peel off the socks and the rest of the costume, "you 
know | like playing dress up, Nik, but | don't think you understand how uncomfortable it can be for me. Now, 


should | just put everything down the laundry chute or do you want me to hang it back up.." 


He keeps talking but I'm only half listening, I'm more interested in watching him walk across the room, watching 


the muscles in his legs move. Yeah, that's it, Sweetheart, turn around, show me that ass.. 

Uh oh. 

Oh, I'm in trouble. 

"Uh, Vinny," | say, interrupting his monologue, "are you still feeling itchy?" 

"A bit, yeah. Why do you ask?" 

Look," | say pointing to his buttocks. 

His ass, normally white or brown depending on his tanning schedule, is bright red with raised hives all over it. 
The redness extends up around his hips where the skirt was tight against his skin and all the way down to the 


back of his thighs. | really should start shopping at a more upscale costume store, | guess the cheap fabric 


caused an allergic reaction 


When he looks down and sees the extent of the problem his face turns almost as red as his butt. 
"What have you done to me?" he snarls through clenched teeth. 
‘lm so sorry, Baby. How could | have known?" 


"Don't ‘Baby' me! You know how sensitive my skin is! Oooh, l'm so itchy," he starts scratching at the red flesh, 
"you better have something around here to fix this, you bastard." 


"| do, don't worry, | do," | get up from the bed and run into the bathroom, rooting around in my medicine 


cabinet. 

Ah, there it is! An almost new tube of cortisone cream, | knew it was here somewhere. | bought it a couple of 
months ago after an unfortunate incident with a wasp's nest in my garage (little bastards got the drop on 
mel). 

"Here we are, Babe," | say, brandishing the tube, "why don't you lie down and Dr Nikki will make you all better." 


‘Oh, no. No more games, you sick freak" 


| give him my best incredulous look, "How could you accuse me of such depravity? C'mon, don't be too mad, | 


am really sorry. Let me fix it" 

He still looks angry but the promise of cooling cream on his bottom is too tempting for him to resist me. 
"Fine. Just don't get any ideas." 

| can't help but laugh as he lies down on his belly on the bed, his butt looks a little like a baboor's. 


"Oh, you think this is funny, do you? Well, | suppose you'll think sleeping on the couch for the next month will 


be a real riot." 


| don't reply, | know he won't remember that threat in the morning. | squeeze a large dollop of the thick white 
cream onto my fingers and start rubbing it over his inflamed skin. He sighs at the instant relief. 


My poor little Vincey, | do really feel sorry for him, it does look pretty bad. And | seriously doubt I'll get him 


into any sort of sexy outfit for at least a couple of months. 


It was Totally worth it though. 


